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The ruins of Grocodilopolis stretched in hills and hummocks
and pits which on examination proved to be the remains of
mud-brick houses. There were fragments of pottery mixed
with the churned earth, and in one place I picked up a bright
blue bead. We encountered a gaffht or watchman, with a gun
slung on his back, who was guarding the site on behalf of the
Government. He showed us the way to the site of the temple
lake where the jewelled Petcsuchos once accepted the offerings
of Greek tourists. There is nothing to be seen now but a
slight declivity in the hills of hard black mud.

We were glad to sit down and mop our brows, for the heat
was beating fiercely upon the ruins As we smoked
cigarettes, I thought, as one is always thinking on archaeological
sites, how capricious are those chances which preserve know-
ledge when a civilisation has crashed. It may seem incredible
to some of us to-day to think that a future age might have no
knowledge of Watt's steam-condenser save from an essay
written by a schoolboy, which happened to be used to line a
steel box for some reason or other; or that all the works of
Shakespeare might disappear except ten lines of Hamlet, which
some eccentric admirer had caused to be carved in marble
on a library mantelpiece. Far-fetched and impossible as this
may sound, much the same sort of thing has happened to a
civilisation as great as ours, and in these days of Air Raid
Precautions, who would dare to say that they might not happen

again

When the late Lord Carnarvon was digging at Thebes some
years ago, he found a wooden palette which a schoolboy had
used as a copy-book. On it was written what was evidently
an inscription from the walls of a now vanished temple, and
it told the story, hitherto unknown, of the expulsion of the
Hyksos under the last king of the XVIIth Dynasty. Who
could have dreamt that an idle schoolboy, unwillingly fill-
filling some task with the fear of a caning in his mind, would
be chosen by fate to fill a blank in history and to write on wood
words destined to survive ages after the stone temple from
whose walls they were copied had fallen into oblivion.

In much the same way the sacred crocodiles of the Faiyum
were chosen as fate's safe deposit. When Grcnfcll and Hunt
were digging in the Faiyuin for papyri, which they eventually